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Behind The Fagade 


Author's Notes: 

Yes, Axl is abusive in this story. Some of you may not like that. Please understand that | do not have anything 
against Axl, | think he is great, but it fit into the story well and | had to make it like this. | have no problem 
with Axl Rose and | do not think he is actually a bad person. | just like angsty stories. Yes, | know it\'s short. 


Every fucking time | close my eyes I'm back in that fucking room, cowering against the wall, his looming 


shadow advancing towards me. I'm taller than him but | feel so small. 


He raises a hand and slaps me twice across the face, hard. | cry out but he clamps a hand over my mouth 
and snarls at me menacingly. 


"If anybody hears you, you're dead. Motherfucker." 


He's doing this to me because | told him | wasn't happy, because | told him he was too controlling, because | 
told him Guns N Roses wasn't working. 


That was not what he wanted to hear. 


Maybe if I'd kept my fucking mouth shut this wouldn't be happening. It's not like this is the first time though, 
you don't want to piss him off. | just need to learn not to talk back. Its my own fucking fault for believing | 
could fucking talk to him. | brought this all on myself. 


To think | actually fucking believed he would listen for once. What a fucking joke. That's about as likely as me 
not drinking. 


It hurts even more because | can't tell anybody. | have to keep all this to myself, and hide in his shadow. Not 


just because he's blackmailing me, but also because despite all this, he's still my friend and bandmate. | can't do 


that to him or to any of the others. No matter what he does to me. 


| shouldn't have talked back to him. He knows too much about me. But | know a thing or two about him too, | 


just care too much about him to ever spill. 


He won't admit I'm right, even though we both know it, because that would mean defeat, and if there's one 


thing Axl hates more than being wrong, its admitting it. 
We're stuck in this endless cycle, and he wins every fucking time. 


Not like it really matter anyway, I'm kind of used to it. It's the same old shit he's always done, it just happens 


more these days. 

So I'll just let it happen, and | won't tell anybody. And people can go ahead and ask me where the bruises are 
from, if | accidentally let them show, and I'll just keep making up lies to protect him and nobody will question it 
because Slash doesn't lie, right? Not to his friends.. right? If only they knew. 


The fans, the press, everyone just knows Axl Rose. At least, they think they know him, but they don't know 
the half of it; they just know his face. His image. What he lets them fucking see. 


So I'll be forced to keep my mouth shut about it all, or I'll just be accused of wanting to steal his attention, 
and I'll forever be blamed for the downfall of Guns N Roses, which is inevitable one of these days anyway. 


They think the hair is just there for my image. They think the hair is there to look cool. They think | have the 


hair because l'm a rockstar, and being mysterious is sexy. 
The hair is there to hide the bruises, the hair is there to hide the scars. 


The hair is there to hide the fucking pain that | can't keep out of my eyes. 


